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~|~l~|~|~l~|~l~l~| 


It was another night in Boston for Metallica, but to Sully and the other three members of Godsmack, it was 
another night in their hometown and that vibe backstage could be felt just as strongly as the energy of the 


over ten thousand Metallica fans in the arena, thus both acts put their best foot forward. 


Godsmack was respected in Boston and Sully loved nothing more than carrying his "Hometown Boy Does Good" 
title, it was a title that he and his fellow members had earned through many years of sweat and hard work. 


Sully growled out the final note of "Sad But True" as he watched in awe as his heroes finished performing one 
of his favorite songs, a song that they invited him to perform with them. The Gods Of Thunder..HIS Gods Of 
Thunder wanted him on stage with them. It was an honor not often given by James Hetfield and company, and 


Sully accepted the task giddier than a blushing bride on her wedding night. 


He thought back to when Lars had approached him at sound check and mentioned that he wanted to try 
something different. 


welrlaelnig lvielesel laa lon 

"Sully, got a bit of a question for ya," Lars said as he strolled over to the surprisingly shorter man. 

"Shoot," Sully said putting his guitar down and sitting on the edge of the stage giving Lars his full attention. 
Lars smiled at him and hopped up on the stage next to him, sitting down with one leg curled under him so that 


he could face Sully better. 


"Well, man, here's the deal. Seeing as we are in Boston, well obviously it's gonna be an important show for you 
and your boys, am | right?" Lars asked, motioning with his hands. 


Sully nodded, "Yea, me and the guys are hyped about it!" Sully smiled, which was met with a wide grin in 


return. 
"| came up with this little idea, thought you may be interested." 


Now Sully's curiosity was peaked. An idea of Lars’, as Sully had learned, either involved spending insane amounts 


of money on retarded things or it involved sex.Not necessarily sex with Sully, but he could always hope. 


Or it could just be a regular run of the mill, G-rated idea.Sully thought, trying in vain to kick away the way 
his heart fluttered at the thought of Lars proposing a not so G-rated idea to him. 


Sully had long since acknowledged, in the privacy of his own home, that Lars had a certain appeal. An appeal 


that as a straight man Sully should not be affected by, but he was. He was greatly affected. 
It was Lars who would plague his thoughts during long locker room showers. 


It was Lars who would place his hands on Sully's shoulders and whisper in his ear as they walked out of the 
dressing room, passing the MetClub Meet and Greet winners as they went. 


And it was always Lars who would whisper goofy innuendos before they parted ways. 
The words Lars would whisper left Sully lying awake at night for hours. Pondering the sound of the drummer's 


voice. The edgy accented cadence in which he spoke. The way his eyes twinkled when he swore, much like a 


child who was getting an extra cookie from the jar. 

Sully would think of these things then deny the affect they had on him. 

Were they the normal witty quips that Lars used with everyone, or was there more behind them? 

‘And if there is more where does it leave me? Sully would ask himself, before trying to rid his mind of the 


soothing Danish accent that he was so accustomed to. 


One of the first times that Lars flirted with him was into the second week of the tour. "If you ever need 
some kind of relief, comic or otherwise, after a show you know where l'm staying." Then Lars tossed him a 


wink and a smile before going on to the front of the meet and greet line. 


On one occasion when Sully was getting ready to go onstage Lars was just coming into the locker room. Lars 
smiled and nodded to the showers. 


"If you happened to be taking a shower after our set, | wouldn't be all that disappointed." Sully just rolled his 
eyes and tried to act like the thought didn't intrigue him. Lars whipped around as he was leaving and added 
quietly, "As long as you drop the soap in front of mel” Sully chucked a towel at him as Lars ducked out of the 
room giggling. Sully then _had_ to take a shower..a cold one. He was brought out of his thoughts by Lars 
snapping his fingers in front of his face. 

"What? Oh, sorry, kind of spaced there." Sully shrugged sheepishly. 

"You okay, dude?" Lars asked touching Sully's shoulder lightly. 


Lars' touch was a simple friendly gesture, but coupled with his thoughts a moment before.Sully had a difficult 
time ignoring the way his body ached for the simple caress, but he couldn't let Lars know that. 


Sully shook his head in an effort to clear his scattered thoughts. He turned his head and was met with Lars’ 


concerned green gaze. 
"Yea, man, l'm good; go on with your plan" 
good; g yose p 


Lars looked like he didn't believe him, but he nodded and let his hand fall to rest on Sully's thigh, casually 


massaging the toned muscle beneath his fingertips. 


Sully did his best to feign indifference, but certain parts of his body refused to go along with the concept. He 


just hoped Lars wouldn't notice. 


"My idea is that maybe you could, ya know, like come out and sing a bit with us. Ya know, give the hometown 


crowd something to smile about?" 


"Are you serious!" Sully said wide-eyed. He chose to ignore the sinfully adolescent octave that his voice rose 


to. 


Lars smiled, "Figured you'd go for it. We were thinking of doing ‘Sad But True’, only with you it would be ‘Sully 
But True! " Lars grinned at his cheap pun. 


"Bad joke aside; it would be a fuckin’ honor MrUlrich!" Sully chided and hopped off the stage giving Lars his 
best knightly bow. 


Lars chuckled, cocking his head to the side watching Sully closely. 


"What?" Sully asked with a dopey grin on his face. Happy wasn't even close to being the word he would use to 
describe how he felt. He knew that he must have sounded pathetic, it wasn't everyday that you got asked to 


perform with your heroes! The men that single handedly influenced your career choice. 


"Knew it would be worth it." as Lars slid off the stage and landed on his feet in front of Sully. He looked 


around and realized that everyone had gone from his view. 


Lars carefully reached a hand up and touched the side of Sully's face, letting his thumb scrape over the facial 


hair. 


"Lars?" Sully said pulling back a little. As soon as he started to though he stopped, he realized that the last 


thing he wanted was for this small moment of simple affection to end. 


Sully caught Lars' eyes as his hand drifted down to his shoulder. Lars leaned in and gave Sully a quick peck on 
the cheek before he whispered hurriedly in his ear. 


"I knew it would be worth it just to see the sweet smile that graced your perfect lips." 

Sully pulled back at the words, but Lars was already turning and walking away. Sully stood there frozen in 
shock, his body, heart, and mind were all reacting in different ways, and he simply didn't know which one to 
listen To. 

Let alone, which one was right. 

"We'll work out the details after lunch," Lars shouted over his shoulder as he walked away, like nothing 


happened, as if in one sentence he didn't just turn everything around that Sully had ever thought of him or 
tried not to think of him, like he hadn't just opened the door for possibilities that Sully had accepted as being 


unreal and impossible. 


He would have to deal with it later. Right now he had a song to rehearse and a meal to eat before he 


performed with his hero, James, and his..whatever Lars was or was going to be to him. 
eelialeclenlmolenladlealadl oe 

Showtime! 

Sully glanced out at the crowd and put on his best showman act, yelling at them to get off their asses and join 
in. He remembered ten years ago being in the fifth row, centre stage, in this same arena, the Boston Fleet 
Center, watching this same song be performed by the men who had influenced him so greatly. 

Without Metallica there would never have been a Godsmack. 

As James was playing Sully ran up behind him and pointed to him. 

"Boston!!!" Sully roared into the microphone and the crowd happily roared back at him. 


"Two hundred and fifty percent respect, to this man right here!" 


James smiled at him and laughed. The smile was genuine and every bit of James’ body language screamed, "| 


don't deserve that, but thanks." 
James hit the final chord, accompanied by Lars giving his snare drum a final ‘thwap’. 


The crowd grew louder and louder, as they tossed their fists in the air, applauding James, and indeed showing 


more than enough respect. 
Sully raised his hands above his head and applauded along with the crowd. 


James removed his guitar, passing it off to one of the stagehands. He turned and found Sully gazing, to 


untrained eyes at least, out at the crowd, but James' eyes were trained, even without his glasses. 
Sully was quiet, focused not on the crowd, but on Lars. 


Lars turned his head, and Sully suddenly sobered. Sully spun around rather abruptly and met James’ stern blue 


gaze. 


‘Busted.’ Sully thought hopelessly, any other individual in that building he could have lied to..Anyone except 


James. 


James nodded to him and pulled him into a hug. 


"Nice work, Erna..You hurt Lars and I'll gut you like a fish without a second thought you got that?" James 
pulled back and squeezed Sully's shoulder. He was smiling, but Sully knew that James was serious. 


Sully was saved from any further discussion when Kirk tapped him on the shoulder and hugged him close. 


Lars jumped up and chucked his drumsticks at a few people in the crowd He grabbed another one when he saw 


a young girl that he had met earlier at the meet and greet. 

He recognized her when they first got out on the stage, and remembered how nervous she was. She warmed 
up to him almost immediately, as most people had a tendency to do. They talked for quiet a bit, so much so 
that they actually had to tell him to move down the line. 


She asked for a hug and he happily obliged. She whispered into his ear, "You got a thing for Sully, don't you? 
Just give me a kiss on the cheek if I'm right" 


Lars decided to extend the hug a bit while he made up his mind. He gave her a quick peck on the cheek, which 
she returned, smiling happily. 


"I won't tell a soul" She whispered and winked. Lars met her honest blue eyes and knew she wasn't lying. 

‘| was gonna do that anyway." He smirked at her then made his way down the line. 

She waved her arms about in a huge gesture trying to get his attention on her in the fifth row. He nodded to 
her and winked as he leant forward as much as he could to ensure she got the drumstick, batting away the 


few hands that tried to get it. 


Her slender hand grabbed it in a vice grip, Lars made sure he pawed off the few big guys that were trying to 
take it from her. Once she had the stick she clutched it to her heart and pointed behind Lars frantically. 


"Look out!" She mouthed smiling at him. She winked when she saw Sully sneak up behind him. 


Sully grabbed him by the waist just as Lars was turning, and spun him around before putting him on the 


ground. 


Lars grabbed at his chest in mock horror, exaggerating how scared he had been. He looked at the young girl 
and pointed at her accusingly. 


"You're NO help! Whose side are you on?!" 


"The winning side!" She screamed back. She blew Lars a kiss and winked at him. Sully reached a hand in front of 
Lars' face and snatched the ‘kiss' out of the air. 


He waved his fist in front of Lars and winked at the girl. He put the ‘kiss’ in his back pocket, "I'll keep it for 
later!" He hollered to her. 


The girl just kept grinning. 
Lars turned to Sully and gave him a warm bear hug. 
"Nailed it man!" Lars said into Sully's ear. He was talking about the performance, even Sully knew that. 


Sully gripped Lars a little tighter. His lips brushed against Lars' earlobe as he whispered, "Rather nail you.." 
Sully pulled back and walked over to Rob and hugged him. 


He hugged Rob and walked away like nothing had happened. 


Lars was left to think and hope that none of the 10,000 people in the audience associated his suddenly red 
cheeks with anything but him being worked up from drumming. 


No one noticed.Except for the young girl, in the fifth row, with the honest blue eyes. 
None of them noticed. 
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"| was just testing the waters’, Sully told himself, "That's all | did. Just looking to see how he would react to a 
taste of his own medicine. Its not like he hasn't said that kinda thing to me before." 


Sully ducked under the stage and went over to a roadie-free corner. He leaned his head against one of the cold 


metal support beams, groaning as his inner battle became more and more complex. 
‘What prompted him to say it? Why that moment? Why not amongst friends, or in private? 


"Because in private would insinuate something that isn't there," Sully muttered. Sure its not there.Sull, 
whatever you have to say to make yourself feel better. 


Growling at the voice in his head Sully whispered, "It was innocent." 
"What was innocent?" Came a familiar accented tone. 


Sully spun around quickly, almost tripping over his own feet. Clutching his chest, he took a deep breath then 


exhaled. 

"Fuck, Lars, ya scared the shit outta me, man!" 

‘Act natural’, Sully told himself, ‘just play it off. 

Lars chuckled, causing Sully to smile despite his heart pounding in his chest. Grabbing a towel Lars wiped off 
some of the sweat that was dripping down his dimpled cheeks. Sully found himself slighty entranced by how 
young the drummer looked when he smiled. He looked almost..boyish. 

‘Just thinking the obvious, doesn't mean anything’. He was really getting sick of the voices in his head. 
"Sorry," Lars offered sincerely, bringing Sully out of his trance. "What was innocent?" Lars asked as he 


brushed past the smaller singer. His slender fingers ghosted lightly across Sully's shoulder as he moved to 


pass him. Sully froze for a second as felt himself shiver involuntarily. 


‘It's cold down here, that's all. Sully shook his head to clear his thoughts as he followed Lars into the locker 


area. 


"Oh, nothin. There was uh- a rat! Yea, a dead rat, just remarked on it's innocence. Ya know, l'm a Wiccan? It's 
just part of that respecting all of natures creatures." Sully smiled, praying that his quick thinking was 


believable. 


Apparently, it was enough. Lars nodded. With his back to Sully, he peeled off his black t-shirt, and tossed Sully 
a clean towel. The singer nodded his thanks and wiped away some sweat before taking off his own white t- 


shirt. 


"What are you doing down here anyway?" Sully questioned curiously. He heard the crowd above roaring it's 


approvement of whever fancy trick Rob had just pulled off. 
"So anxious to get rid of me?" Lars commented, jutting out his bottom lip, his green eyes twinkling playfully. 


Flirting is innocentits harmless. It means nothing. | can just flirt with him like he does me. It's no big deal... Sully 


wondered why he had to convince himself of that, but brushed it off. 


"Now why would | ever want to vanquish your seductive personality from my prescence?" Sully chided warmly. 


He saw a look of suprise in Lars' eyes, but it was quickly replaced by amusement. 


Sully batted his eyelashes and walked past Lars towards the shower room. He was rewarded by a chipper 


contagious laugh, and a slap on the ass from Lars’ towel. 


Rather than letting Lars see the look of suprise on Sully's face, he continued walking and went into the shower 


room closing the swinging door behind him. 


Sully kicked off his boots and socks. Then went onto unbutton his loose fitting jeans. He dropped them to the 
floor and pushed them out of the way with a bare foot. Sully bent over and pulled his briefs down, 


"Nice ass, Sull" Sully whipped around and pulled up his briefs quickly. 


"Oh, Goddess! Why the fuck do you keep scarin' me Ulrich?" Sully leaned against the wall and laughed, clearly 


embarassed by how jumpy he was being. 


Lars through his head back and laughed. The sound resonated off the tile walls and into Sully's ears. "Don't be 
so fucken skittish, Erna. No one likes a tight ass..Actually, | like a tight ass a lot in the right situation,’ Lars 
looked at the ceiling thoughtfully, then made eye contact with Sully and winked. 


Sully turned abruptly, but Lars could see from the side profile, that he made the singer blushed. Lars smiled 
for a minute and watched him. He had made Sully blush, and he quickly decided that he liked it. He liked the way 


it accented the smaller man's facial features, the way the blush even made his ears turn red. 


Satisfied with the reaction he got, Lars took off his robe, he had taken off his clothes in the locker area, and 


bounced over to the shower head next to Sully. 

Sully conviniently turned, avoiding the Dane's amused gaze. He dropped his briefs to the floor and nudged them 
out of the way. Turning slowly, he acted natural and turned on the shower head. Hoping against all hope that 
the steam would clear his thoughts. 

Sully shuddered as the warming water cascaded down his face, neck, and chest, before it ran down his thighs. 
Reaching for the shelf infront of him, he grabbed a bar of soap and rubbed it up and down his chest. Closing 
his eyes, he let the soft echo of the water spilling fill the his thoughts and with a contented sigh Sully moved 
onto lathering his underarms. 

Opening his eyes, he noticed Lars looking over at him in quick glances out of the corner of his eye. 


Hoping that it was just an odd coicidence that the drummer was watching him, he cleared his throat. 


"So-uh, why aren't you onstage?" Sully asked and watched as Lars visibly shook himself, and turned his 
attention back to his own shower. 


Lars held his face under the water for a moment, before he turned his back to the showerhead, letting the 


heavy pelting of the warm water, massage his sore back. 


"The guys decided to do an extra doodle, so | got about ten or fifteen minutes before | gotta head back out 


there." Lars took his own bar of soap and scrubbed at his arms. 
"Oh." Sully said simply, rinsing the soap from his muscled abs. 
"Oh?" Lars asked, smiling at the simplicity of the statement. 


"Yea, ‘oh: As in a non-commital noise of understanding.” Sully shook his head, and ran the soap up and down the 


curves of his throat. Lars coughed, then turned so Sully couldn't see his face. 


"Oh, so your not into commitment then?" Lars spoke softly. Sully noted the way his whole demeanor changed 
suddenly. 


"No, | wouldn't say that," Sully replied quickly, "Depends really," 
‘And where the fuck did that come from Erna? Sully really wished he had an answer for himself. 
Lars voice brightened as he shut off his shower. 


"Yea? On what would it depend?" Quickly grabbing a towel, Lars wrapped it around his waist. He turned and 


regarded the showering man, silently admiring the way the water made him glisten, the way his hair darkened 
when it was soaked. Sully was only an inch or two shorter than him, which was a refresher after being aroung 


people like James for so long. Erna also had a lot more visible muscle than Lars did. 

Lars glanced down at his slightly pudgy stomach, then glanced over at Sully's taut one. 

Lars figured he should stop looking, the towel could only block so much, as it was the towel had it's work cut 
out for it. It wouldn't do any good to get a chubby infront of Sully, that would terrify the poor Bostonian for 
sure. 


Sully swallowed, as Lars waited for an answer to his question. 


‘I'm all for commitment, it just has to be the pers-cause, it would have to be the right cause." Sully did his 
best to ignore his slip. Hopefully Lars didn't notice it either. 


Then, the soap he had been clutching in his hand slid out of his grasp and tumbled to the floor. 


"Good to know.." Lars said quietly as Sully bent over to pick up the 


runaway product. 


Lars leaned back a little and admired the view for the second time that night. He felt himself getting hard and 
knew that the towel wouldn't be enough this time. Thinking quickly he grabbed his robe and put it on, covering 


his erection. 


"Are you trying to tell me to fuck you?" Lars asked, bluntly. He fought back a giggle when Sully shot up like a 


cartoon. He spun around wide eyed and panicked. 


"What do you-! never-l mean- What in the-" Then Lars lost it and began shaking with laughter. Sully smiled 


nervously and once again blushed. 
"All I'm sayin’ is, if we were in prison, droppin’ the soap is an outright invitation," Lars shrugged his shoulders 
and grinned. He batted his eyelashes, and widened his eyes, just enough so that if you didn't know any better 


you would swear he was innocent. 


Sully shut off the shower and snagged a towel from the shelf in the corner of the room, putting on his best ‘| 


don't care' face, Sully smiled. 
"Fuck off, Ulrich." 


Lars rolled his eyes and laughed, "If only we had the time," Not giving Sully time to react he switched gears, 


"How good are your roadies?" 


"Pretty fucken good," Sully proclaimed proudly. 


"And how tired are you?" 

"Not very, why what are you up to?" 

Lars shrugged and folded his arms across his chest, "You interested in doin a bit of a drum duel? Two guys 
gettin’ all hot and sweaty and just beatin’ shit till they can't take it anymore?" Sully heard the undertone in 
Lars' voice. 

‘No’, Sully, ‘he means what he is saying. He wants to drum against you. Or do you actually WANT to go and find 
out if there is a double meaning? You know that would make you interested, you know you're interested. No, 
I'm not interested, not in the least, I'll drum, we'll play, I'll leave’. 

Taking a deep calming breath, Sully cleared his thoughts. 

"The floor is ours if you're interested" Lars offered. Sully smiled. 


"Did you talk to James and the others about it?" 


Lars laughed, "What you think, James and Kirk, are gonna turn down the chance to be alone? Have you seen 


the way those two are onstage? Trust me, they'll go for the chance at some brief private time," 
"Who said it's gonna be brief?" Sully asked as he got dressed. 


"Boy, you can't keep up with me for that long..you don't have the stamina" Lars jabbed mischievously. He knew 


how to get people going, and he knew how to make something innocent into something sexual. 
Sully raised an eyebrow, "Suppose we shall see." 


"lIl get out there and tell the boys of the plan, so James and Kirk can get their rocks off for a bit while we 
play," 


"Lars, can | ask you a question?" Sully asked cautiously, his tone was rather serious to Lars' ears. 

"Sure, dude," 

"James and Kirk, it's more than friends with benefits isn't it?" 

Lars’ eyes soften at the question, "Yea, it's been more than that for awhile. They love each other, and are in 
total love with each other. They're the power couple, man, perfect opposites, ya know? | hope some day | can 


find that," Lars' tone was sad, but happy. 


Sully could see how happy he was for his friends, but he couldn't help but hear the tone of longing in the 


accented voice. Lars cleared his throat, sensing that he said too much, "I'll get out there and tell them, can 


you get your crew guys to set up the stage ASAP?" 


Sully nodded, "Absolutely," Lars nodded then walked over to the door he was half way out when he heard Sully 


call out to him. 


"Are you jealous of them?" Sully questioned. Lars looked down at his feet for a long moment, with one hand 


against the door. 


Sully thought he wasn't going to answer so he began towel drying his hair, then he heard the stricken 
response, "Always..” Sully felt his heart strings being tugged at, no man should look that defeated from relaying 
a single word. 


Lars began walking away, but was brought back once again by Sully's voice. 
"Hey Lars?" 
"Yea, Sull," 


"You'll find it ya know..And they'll be a lucky son of a bitch to have you on their arm," Sully didn't know what 
prompted him to say it, but Lars heard the sincerity in his voice. 


It was too hard for him to turn and face Sully, so the Dane opted for evasion 


Ill see you in a bit," With that, the robed figure walked out the door, leaving Sully to his thoughts in the hazy, 


steam filled room. 


Sully wanted nothing more in that moment to run to Lars and hold him tight. He had no idea what prompted 
that emotion either, but Sully made a promise to himself. He wouldn't let Lars look like that ever again when 


they were together. 
Taking a deep breath, Sully stared at the celing. 


‘Oh, Goddess, this is going to get complicated" Sully muttered, pulling at the neck of his navy blue t-shirt. "| 
just know it" He was partly talking about the show, but Lars wasn't the only one who could speak in duel 


meanings. 


He looked to the door Lars had just walked out of. Lars had the ability to change the subject and mask his 
emotions easily. Sully knew he wasn't as good at it as the Dane, but he honestly felt he was going to have to 
get good at it. 


‘Complicated, and interesting." Sully thought, but this time he wasn't talking about the show. He was talking 
about Lars. 


TBC 
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Lars got dressed and quickly trotted his way through the backstage area, hastily making his way to the stage. 
As soon as he stepped out, the crowd erupted into a roar of applause. He waved a hand to the energetic 
audience and made his way across the stage to James, who was playing a steady blues rhythm over Kirk's 
improv solo. 


The tall blonde struck a power chord and let it ring out as he removed an ear plug to hear the smiling Dane. 


Lars smiled warmly at his friend, "You guys get to have a break. Sully and | are gonna try somethin’," he said 
patting James on his shoulder. 


"What are you up to, Uli?" James asked, turning a curious smile on the drummer. 
Lars' smile turned excited as he replied, "Drum duell" 


"We are gonna owe the road crew a big ass bonus when this tour is over." James said, shaking his head at 


Lars' idea of fun. 


With a nod of understanding, James went to Kirk and Lars went under the stage, listening as Kirk finished his 
nightly doodle. 


"Pssst.Flemming?" Lars' drum tech turned at the sound of his boss's voice. 
"Yea, Lars?" 


"Did Erna find you?" 


"Yea, he did. You're gonna have to do some serious ass kissin after this. Do me a favor and stall them for a 
few minutes? Sully said that he'll be out when everything is set" 


Lars nodded and took a swig of water from the cup that had been handed to him, "Awesome. | owe ya one, 


Flemming" 
"No, Lars. You owe me at least twenty!" 


Lars laughed and began pushing past equipment to the stage entrance, he was stopped by a grinning James and 


a giggling Kirk. 


"Christ," Lars said with a mock sigh, "Will you two go fuck so you stop looking like dorks!" he chided as the 
couple clasped their hands together. 


"Yes, mother," Kirk said with an exaggerated eye roll. "Rob is holding down the fort for a few until you get out 
there," the guitarist added helpfully. 


James gave Lars a quick hug, “Thanks, Uli. We need this..." 

"I know that. What? You think | don't notice how horny you both look on stage?!" 

Kirk looked Lars up and down, and licked his lips, "Ya know, Lars. If you ever wanted to join us you co." 
Lars held up his hands and laughed, "Ill stop you there!" 

James shook his head and smiled, "It's a sincere offer, Lars. We hate seeing you alone.." 


Lars smiled sadly at his friends, "| appreciate it, but." he broke off not needing to finish his reason for turning 
down an offer that he had been given so many times. 


"You will find someone. You'll find your way, Lars. You always do," James offered a comforting smile. 

"Hope you're right." 

"OF course | aml Either way the offer is always on the table, man" 

"Yea, Missekat, the same table you fuck Kirk over! Now get moving before | change my mind! 

With that the happy pair quickly retreated to their locker room, leaving Lars to wonder if he could ever have 
that kind of love with another person He was shocked out of his daze when he heard a familiar Boston accent 


coming from down the wide corridor. 


"Maybe there is hope for me." the drummer sighed, running a hand through his hair and proceeding to the 


stage once again. 


Bouncing across the stage with his usual energy, Lars grabbed a mic off of a nearby stand and began working 
the crowd into a frenzy, as Rob strolled off the stage with a bow and a salute. 


"Hey fucks!" Lars began, walking to the edge of the stage and waving at the hands that reached out to him. 


Hands that strived for recognition and a chance to be close to something they dreamed about. 


Out of the corner of his eye, Lars could see the Metallica and Godsmack road crew working to get the drum 


kits set up, he knew it wouldn't be much longer until it was show time. 


"So what do you guys think of Sully, eh?" Lars held out his hands and shrugged his shoulders, delighting in the 
sounds of an enthusiastic crowd. The fans screamed their praises at the mention of their hometown hero. "You 
guys like him a bit, eh? Well so do we. mean, the boy has a bit of talent," he said as he prowled the stage, 


taking care to acknowledge the fans with smiles and winks. 


The stage shifted a little under his feet and he grinned. God, he loved their crew, their roadies could get the 
pope into a strip club. 


"Well," he continued, hunkering down and slapping a few of the outstretched hands that were aimed his way, 
"We, me and Sull, had a bit of a talk. We decided since you guys are so great, we are gonna give you a special 
treat. We are gonna." Lars was cut off by two drum kits rising in the center of the stage and a loud bellow 


cutting off his stage growl. 


"We are going to kick your asses wicked hard! How bout that?" Sully ran to stage's edge, jumping down and 
slapping hands as he ran around the perimeter. Lars laughed at the sight, and rolled his eyes, not wanting to 
let on how adorable Sully looked smiling at the men and winking at the pretty girls who caught his eye. His 
heart skipped as he saw a familiar part of himself in Sully's behavior. 


How many times had he done those same things? How many times would he do them again? Most importantly, 
how many times had he gotten tired of it? 


Never. 


If he never found love with a person, at least he had Metallica, and the support of millions. He hadn't given up 
on the prospect of love just yet, he was willing to make one more attempt. If it didn't work by him seeking it 
out, then he would just sit back and live until nature saw it fit for him to have someone to hold and be held 


by. 


Awakening from his thoughts, Lars raised the mic to his lips and put a hand on his hip, "C'mon, boy. Ya wanna 


jam?" 


Sully hopped up onto the stage and ran to one of the drum kits placed in the center, twirling the microphone in 
his fingers, "I don't think the Dane can beat the Bostonian. What do you guys think?" he asked. The crowd was 


divided with equal boos and applauses. 

Lars let out a loud sigh into the mic, "You're not exactly from Boston itself, Erna," 

‘lm close enough to count!" Sully said as he dropped the mic to the ground, creating a loud thud that echoed 
throughout the arena He stretched his arms 


above his head, and reached for a pair of drum sticks. 


"Was that a challenge?" Lars asked the crowd, raising his eyebrows in mock shock, he ran a hand through his 


hair and turned to Sully. The singer was adjusting his snare drum to his height, a height that Lars happily 


noted was lower than his own. 
Sully looked up and shrugged indifferently at Lars, enjoying the banter and acting portion of the show. 


Lars found himself falling into the expressive eyes before him, delighting in the spark he saw in them. Every 
bit the showman, Lars turned to the crowd, "You guys don't mind if we fuck around a bit, right?" The audience 
let out a chorus of cheers, "Didn't think so..." 


Lars made his way to the second drum kit that was facing the one Sully was now seated behind. Sully nodded 
towards Lars, telling him to go first, but Lars shook his head. "Ladies first," he insisted as he rested the mic 
behind his drum stool and sat down. 


Sully flashed Lars a cocky smirk, and hit the snare drum in a slow beat with one stick, while the other stick 


alternated between the high and low toms. The beat ringing in the arena was teasing and sensual. 


"Much like the man himself." Lars thought as he bobbed his head in time with the snare, smiling as he 
watched Sully play. 


The singer looked up at him and Lars nodded his approval as Sully landed a few heavy snaps on the snare. Sully 
turned his eyes away as he let the music consume him. Letting the music tell the thousands listening his 
every secret, but the thousands not understanding what was being said. 


This was why he was in this business, to expose his soul and know that no one could see it. 


Sully closed his eyes and fell into the rhythm for ‘Voodoo! Lars watched along with the audience as Sully's lips 
pouted in concentration and his toned limbs moved effortlessly over the drums. The Dane felt himself getting 
hard at the sight before him, and prayed he could still play with a hard on, it had been so long since he had 
tried to. 


Lars swallowed hard as a single bead of sweat made its way from Sully's brow, down to his sculpted cheek, and 
rested comfortably on the corner of his lip. He wondered what it would feel like to run his tongue over those 
lips, moving gently over the stubble of his cheek, licking the sweat away, feeling the toned limbs he was so 
entranced by gripping at his body. Lars couldn't help but wonder how those pink lips would look forming fiery 


promises in the throws of passion 


"| never thought | could fall in love..but god damnit I've fallen hard." Lars thought as he willed himself back to 


reality. 


A reality where Sully was bearing his soul through music and thought that no one could hear his wordless 
cries. Lars heard him though, heard him as if he was screaming at the top of Everest. 


Sully was confessing his fears with every kick to the bass, his confusion with every tom he hit, and his desire 


with every thwap on the snare. 


Lars bit the inside of his cheek and licked his lips as Sully ended the beat and opened his eyes. 


The crowd cheered, but neither man noticed as, for the longest instant in their lives, eyes locked and Sully 
knew his secrets had been discovered. Lars knew what was being said in every motion the singer made, he 


knew because he spoke the same language. 


The language where you let the music do the talking because you think no one wants to hear your words, that 
no one could understand them even if you verbalized them. Lars spoke that language just as fluently as any 


other he had ever learned. 


Sully blinked as he saw a sweet and coy smile appear on the cupid bow lips that he had been watching to 
closely to deny his interest. The small pink tongue poked out and made a lazy pass across Lars' bottom lip then 
retreated back from where it had come. 


"Shit! He really does know.." Sully thought, suddenly worried that Lars knew how he felt, but Sully himself didn't 


know. 


Their moment past and both went back to being their normal happy stage selves. Sully leaned over his kit and 
held out his hand. Lars took the ‘your turn’ signal and gave a smile in return. 


For the first time in a very long time, Lars wasn't playing for the crowd. Entertaining them was not his goal 
for the next few minutes, but communication was. 


Something inside of Lars had changed drastically during his shower with the man opposite him. He was 


definitely attracted to Sully and had been for sometime. 


Even before they met formally Lars found himself grabbing at any bits of information he could about the 
singer. He turned into a teenage girl, buying eight dollar magazines just because they included posters of 


Godsmack. And he even went so far as to hang a picture of Sully next to his kit at the Presidio. 


Lars stretched a bit and stared into Sully's eyes, then suddenly he knew what had changed. His attraction and 
desire towards Erna had become something much more powerful, it had turned into need. 

TBC 

Well? Yay or nay? 


